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The Assault 


Tank effortlessly blared over the noise, "Angel, give me a hand herel" 


Together they heaved the huge, unwieldy bass box into place. Big H set up his drum kit, Bear tuned his guitar, 
and Eye-Patch hopped and jumped across the stage like a squirrel on Ecstasy. Just the normal craziness 
before a show. Scarface and Skull stood at the entrance, glancing back every few minutes; waiting for the 
signal from Sniper or Smiley that they could open the doors for the audience. The signal came, people poured 
into the old industrial ruin outside Stockholm. Scarface and and Skull kept an eye on the outside: the 
government, read: the corporations, which regarded any kind of veteran institutions such as the War Eagles as 
a thorn in the side, could come up with the idea of making an example at any time. And who knew if there 
were any traitors among the guests.. To prevent just such a thing, Smiley and Sniper inside kept a sharp eye 
on the guests, but they, too, could miss something. In any case, the Eagles were not a thorn in the side of the 


guests as these celebrated exuberantly. 


About halfway through the concert, the big double gate flew open with a crash, and all hell broke loose: 
thrown grenades, the rattle of fully automatic weapons, panicked screaming guests. Within seconds there was 


thick smoke. The band left the instruments behind, they were not so important, because they could be 


replaced. The smoke forced a ceasefire on the attackers, which Tank used: "Guys, calm down. They want us, not 
you. We're going to help you get out of here." A volley of fire forced him to hide, he dove behind one of the 
big boxes. For fucks sake! They had an agreement with one of the warlords. He was supposed to keep the 
government troops off their backs while they boosted the morale of the resistance. Risky, but unchangeable, if 
they wanted to keep performing. 


People actually calmed down as Tank blared over the noise as effortlessly as he had at the beginning. Eye- 
Patch and Angel helped them leave the witch's cauldron that the former factory had turned into. Bear and 
Scarface covered their retreat (and their comrades), while Tank holed up behind the pits, waiting for an 
opportunity to replace Sniper at the front so this one could use his skills from behind the line. Especially since 


he, Tank, was at his best in close combat (or rather further forward). 

The opportunity came, and the two men exchanged positions. Calmly, Sniper aimed and took out (not too 
systematically for disquise) the officers of the enemy troops, while Tank raged among them further forward. 
Big H, Skull and Smiley took the enemy under fire from the side. The men were a well-rehearsed team, which 
the enemy also noticed. In addition, a goon squad from said warlord was now causing trouble. 

Finally, Tank thundered, "Okay. First things first: are we complete?" That's exactly what they weren't. Sniper and 
Bear were missing. The muscular man cursed, "Eye, call Lox. Tell her to find out where they are and free them 
if she can. But not single-handedly!" He calmed down a bit after that. True, he wasn't the leader; officially 
Scarface (as the eldest) was in charge. But Tank was something like the deputy. Speaking of Scarface: Where 
was he, anyway? Meanwhile, Eye-Patch radioed Lox. The short, wiry man with the long blond hair was just 
hanging up when an emissary from the warlord showed up. 


"Scarface! Hey, Scarface! Where are you?" thundered Skull. 


"Dead" retorted Big H, who had just come forward from the back area and began to cry. Big H didn't have this 


name without reason but he was the youngest of them. 


"Shit!" roared Skull, "I'm gonna tear their asses up." Smiley walked up to him and put his hand on his shoulder 
while Angel tried to comfort Big H. 


After the initial shock was over, Tank pushed his way to the emissary: "You can talk to me, Im the deputy’ 
"OK. My name is Ben And you're. 2" 

"Call me Tark" 

"We got wind of the action too late. Must have been planned in secret" 


"Don't you have spies there?" 


"Not at the moment. It's damn hard to get any in, and even harder to find people willing to do the job. If you 
have people.” Tank would have loved to plant his fist in this Ben's face. They'd lost three people, three 
brothers, for crying out loud, and the guy was babbling about how hard it was to put spies in the 
corporations’ pelts. Tell me something | dont know yet, Tank thought, frustrated and full of sadness. Scarface, 
very tall, very thin, and face full of scars, had not been a fighter, but despite his gruff manner, a good 
diplomat and planner. A good bit older than all of them, he had been their CO in the war, really more of a 
father figure. Or a big brother. All that remained was to hope that Bear and Sniper were still alive... 


Ben said goodbye; Tank gathered the remaining Eagles around him, if only to make sure that no one else was 
missing. Skull, Smiley, Big H, Eye-Patch, Angel. And he himself. They all looked at him questioringly. Right, he was 


something like the leader now, after all. 
"Load up, move out," Tank shrugged, "that is, if we have still a vehicle." 
"ls gone," Eye-Patch reported. 


Ben, who hadn't left yet, interjected, "You can have one of ours." Tank nodded. The men loaded up their 


remaining equipment and headed into camp. 
"Do you think the others made it?" asked Sniper. Bear shrugged his shoulders: 


"Im as smart as you on that one" The two talked quietly so as not to attract the attention of the guards. 
They had been interrogated separately; on the trip, the government guys had watched like hounds to make 
sure the prisoners didn't talk After the interrogation, however, they had ended up in one cell, both pretty beat 
up. When they heard a low whistle, they flinched. What's more, the whistling was coming from inside the cell. 


From the vent in the wall, Lox grinned at them. The young woman was quite small and so narrow that she 
could easily fit through ventilation shafts. Behind her, Eye-Patch came through. The two climbed out and Lox 
whispered, "We don't have much time. Tank negotiated with Crazed Viper to bribe the watch commander, but... 
The two nodded, it was not the time to ask questions, although they might well have had some. Already Lox 


was picking the door lock. Ten minutes later, they were standing in the street when the siren went off. 

"Shit!" cursed Eye, "that way. - Can you guys run?" 

"Probably not." 

"Lox, you run ahead and tell them to meet us." The latter saluted and ten seconds later was gone around the 
corner. Eye-Patch took the lead and moved forward hurriedly, a pace at which the two injured men could just 
keep up. Bear stumbled and fell; he only got back up with the help of his two friends. Guards and drones 


combed the area. 


"That's it," Sniper groaned as an SUV pulled up beside them. The passenger door opened and a grinning Tank 


peered out. Within seconds, they were helped inside, and the car roared away. 


Bugged 


Angel drove like the devil himself. The heavy SUV lurched, the tires squealed, and Amber, who was taking care 
of Sniper and Bear, scolded, "Are you trying to kill them?" Indeed, being tossed back and forth didn't sit well 
with either of them. But whatever the case, they had to get out of the city area as fast as they could. 


The War Eagles' camp was in the middle of the wasteland, meaning there was nothing but rubble and scraps of 
vegetation for miles around. But they had a source of fresh water; probably a main water line had broken 
under the asphalt that had cracked open to the depths and covered the ground. At any rate, the water was 
coming up through the debris to the surface. 


When the car finally came to a stop there, all the occupants sighed with relief, including Angel, who now didn't 
have to concentrate so hellishly anymore. About a dozen people clustered around the SUV, and before 
everyone had even gotten out, questions were hailing from all sides, "Where's Scarface?" - What kind of car is 


that?" - "Is anyone hurt?" - "How was the show?"- "Did something go wrong?" 


Tank raised his hand and declared in a raised voice, "We'll tell you all about it over dinner. Right now, we need 
to toke stock and rest" It didn't escape anyone's notice that Tank was speaking to them and not Scarface. 
Murmuring, the people dispersed. 


"Inventory," Tank ordered, "what else do we have, what do we need to replace?" Of the two guitars, one was 
shot, the other had taken some damage but was still fixable, as was the bass. Skull wanted to try to fix the 
keyboard, and about half of the drums were still usable. First, the equipment was taken to the workshop for 
repair or stripping. Both, at least for the guitars, was usually done by Sniper. 


"Lox, go with them and check this stuff for bugs. This car here, too, maybe, while you're at it." The redhead 
nodded and started on the car. Others took Sniper and Bear to the hospital, as the infirmary was called. This 
was in a building, half barracks, half tent. Amber took over there; she had been the unit's field medic. Since 
this one had operated relatively autonomously, one had been needed. Amber was a pretty brunette with a dark 


complexion. While Lox was short and petite, Amber was tall and stocky. She took care of her patients with her 


characteristic energetic manner. 


"What happened?" she asked. 


"We got pretty beat up..", Sniper shrugged. 


She snorted, "| can see that for myself! Is anything broken or sprained, can you see straight, can you move 


everything..? And how did you chumps manage to get yourselves captured?" 


"| was.. | was sitting behind a box and.. and neutralized the officers. Unfortunately, not inconspicuous enough. | 


got punched over the head and woke up in the cops' car," Sniper recounted. 


"Scarface.. He must be dead, Amber. | was covering our retreat with him, then | realize it's just me firing. 


Next.. What Sniper told you." Amber and Sniper looked at him in horror. 


"They were careful as hell not to let us talk to each other on the ride," Sniper continued to report, "and they 
interrogated us separately, too. Which warlord we work for. What our unit was called. Whether we were spies. 
If they didn't like our answers, they beat us. But then, funnily enough, we were put in a cell together, probably 


to drive each other crazy until the next interrogation... 


Lox, who had been checking the car for bugs along with Eye-Patch, called out, "Tank, can you come here, 


please?" 


"What's up?" the burly man asked about half a minute later. 


Lox held up something small between his thumb and forefinger. Tank knew a bug when he saw one. Eye-Patch, 


meanwhile, held up a tracking device. 


Tank motioned for them to leave the equipment in place and follow him. 


"Corp goods?" 


"Yes, but the bug is too old, its more likely from a warlord.. or a third party we don't know." 


"Why would Viper sell us to the government?" 


"How do | know? We definitely have to assume they know where we are. We need to get out of here," Eye- 


Patch stated matter-of-factly, squeezing Lox's hand. 


Tank gathered the campers around him, "Scarface is dead, which means I'm in charge here now. I'm sorry, | 
would have liked to tell you this in peace. Our truck was destroyed, Viper's people left us one. It was bugged, 
which means we gotta get out of here now. They can't use aerial surveillance out here, drones would be shot 


down immediately, but if they come and find us, we're screwed." 


It was pretty quiet; everyone was glum as they dismantled barracks and tents and loaded their few belongings. 
Tank, too, was pensive. Now / am responsible for all these people. | hope we can find a clear water hole. | must 
send Eye and Lox ahead as scouts and hope they come back with good news.. 


Packing Up A Camp 


